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n* grane,

An' sigh, an' sab, an' greet her Iane5
An' cleed her bairns3 man., wife, an wean9

In mourning weed ;
To death, she's dearly paid the kane,

Tarn Samson's dead 1

The brethren of the mystic level,
May hing their head in woefu' bevels
While by their nose the tears will revel?

Like ony bead;
Death's gien the lodge an unco devel,

Tarn Samson's dead!

When winter muffles up his cloaks
And binds the mire like a rock;
When to the loughs the curlers flock,

Wi' gleesome speed;
Wha will they station at the cock ?

Tarn Samson's dead!

He was the king o' a' the core,
To guard3 or draw, or wick a bore,
Or up the rink like Jehu roar

In time of need;
But now he lags on death's hog-score^

Tarn Samson's dead!

Now